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Snowballs and Hot Chocolate 


Winter in Minnesota had its ups and downs. On the up, it always snowed for Christmas. On the down, it always 


snowed, even when you didn't want it To. 


The farm was as olde worlde as you could get. A huge Christmas tree sat in the lounge, decorated in red and 
gold, gifts stacked beneath its boughs. Candles twinkled on every surface, and every bannister was wound with 
ribbons and holly. A large wreath hung from the front door and the smell of baking filled the house. Most 


importantly of all, it was snowing, fat flakes dancing from a heavy sky. 


Whistling and chirruping to himself, David pulled on his thick winter clothes. He didn't care that he was twenty 
one; Christmas, and the snow, still excited him. Dave was in one of his famous moods, a black cloud hanging 
over him as he skulked around upstairs. Screw him! There was an Ellefson tradition to be kept and, by the time 
night fell, a snowman would be sitting beside the path, ready to greet all who came to celebrate. 


Arms filled with an old scarf, a carrot, several lumps of coal and a happy looking "Merry Christmas from the 
Ellefsons" sign, David headed outside, not flinching at the biting cold. Placing the items on by the steps, he set 
to work shoveling the fresh snow from the path and using it to form the fat body of his creation Rolling it 


around, he heaved it into place and started work on the head. 


It had been a tradition for as long as he could remember. Always on the last school day before Christmas, 
they'd come home and find the snowman sitting beside the door. Legend had it that he'd walked from the 


North Pole to guard their house from evil elves who wanted to steal the spirit of Christmas. 


Of course, he'd found out that it was his father who'd built the snowman but it didn't take away from the 


excitement. Even now, with his own life, being home for the holidays was still a thrill 
In the snowy stillness, he heard the door click open No one had walked passed him so.. 


Look up, he spotted Dave standing on the porch, dressed in just a t-shirt and jeans, arms wrapped around 


himself as he watched the snowy scene. 


"You'll freeze!" Heaving the head on to the body, David took the steps two at a time and threw the door open 
Reaching around it, he grabbed one of his father's thick jackets and tossed it around his boyfriend's shoulders. 


"This ain't a California winter, Dave. This is the kind of winter that can kill you." 


Dave just looked at him. Sighing, David dusted the snow from the swing seat and sat down After a moment, 


Dave joined him. 

"What's wrong?" 

Dave didn't answer him. Instead, he played with the snow on the arm of the seat, brushing it in to his hands 
and carefully molding it in to a ball. David eyed it with suspicion while he waited for an answer. When he got 
none, he gently pressed the point again, "Are you okay?" 


Finally Dave nodded. "Yeah, l'm okay." 


He wasn't but David wasn't going to push it any further. He'd already thrown Dave out of his comfort zone by 


bringing him home for Christmas and to wind up his lover any more was just asking for trouble. 


They sat quietly, staring at the snowy expanse before them. The flakes continued to fall, slowly hiding the path 
he'd so diligently cleared. 


A cold wetness was thrust down the back of his coat and he yelped, jumping from the seat as if he'd been 
burned. Whirling around, he glared at Dave, taking in the look of amusement on his face. Gathering up a handful 
of snow from the bannister of the porch, David quickly sculpted and threw it, hitting Dave's shoulder before 
he had a chance to move. 


"Why you-" Dave cut himself off as he dived from the seat, chasing a hooting David down the steps. 


Screaming with glee, David gathered up another ball of snow and aimed it over the partly finished snowman, It 


zoomed wide, Dave ducking out of the way. Sprinting away, David wasn't so lucky as globe of tightly packed 
snow clipped the back of his head. Stumbling around the corner of the house, he prepared himself for another 
assault. Quickly he made several balls, resting them at his feet as he brushed the slush from his hair. 


Peering around the side of the house, he watched as Dave approached, a sneer on his face and a particularly 


large snowball resting in his hands. He threw and caught it several times, his pace slow, teasing David. 


Stepping out, he launched his assault, throwing several snowballs in one go. Only two hit home, sending Dave 
backward. His band mate laughed, his cheeks red from the cold. It had been a long time since David had seen 
him happy. Their laughter rang around the farm as they chased one another, cold white balls flying through 


the air. Some of them landed on their targets, sliding down necks and up sleeves. 


Rounding the back of one of the sheds, David waited, chest heaving as he caught his breath. The cold air 
caught in his throat, burning and making him cough. From somewhere in the distance he heard Dave's voice 


boom, "Fee. Fi. Fo. Fum. | smell the blood of an Ellefson" 

Biting his hand, David chuckled, tears of laughter chilling on his cheeks. When Dave was like this, he really did 
know how to make David laugh and smile. The way he treated David, the way he teased and made him laugh, 
was one of the things which kept him so close. To Dave, he was a prince, someone to be treated kindly, and 
David loved him for it. Dave must have been freezing in the little he was wearing but his playfulness didn't let 


it show. 


Readying his latest batch of snowballs, David crouched down, listening to the crunching footsteps. Dave closed 
in on him, calling to him as he did. Bad move! 


‘| can smell you, David! Can smell your fear!" 


Again he chuckled and pressed himself to the wall of the shed. A sneakered foot appeared and, in one swift 
move, David had grabbed it and sent his boyfriend sprawling into the thick drifts of snow. 


"Hey! That's not playin’ by the fuckin’ rules." 
Pinning him down, David chuckled. "There are rules now?" 
Dave squirmed beneath him, the humour never leaving his face. "Yeah, there are rules." 


Leaning back, David picked up one of his ready rolled balls and held it threateningly over his boyfriend's face. 
"So what are they, then? These mysterious rules?" 


"Oh, | don't-" 


He didn't give Dave time to finish, instead grabbing the front of the heavy coat and thrusting the rapidly 
melting ball under his t-shirt. Dave howled and bucked, snow reddened hands grabbing for David and flipping 


him over. 


Lying in the snow, he began to struggle and laugh as Dave stared down at him. His band mate's eyes glittered 
with happiness. There was definitely a certain happiness to being silly. 


"Ooo bad move, Junior. You're in real trouble now. No one messes with the Mighty Mustaine and gets away 


that easily.” 


Squealing, he thrashed, trying to free himself as Dave raised a snow filled hand. "No!" he panted, voice 
alternating between laughter and talking. "No! | promise to be good! | promise | won't do it again!" 


Dave chuckled and the snow rained down on him, covering his face, getting in his hair and clothes, and going 


down his throat. Laughing and coughing, he wrapped his arms around Dave's neck and pulled him in for a kiss. 
"Dave?! David?!" Francis. 
Dave gave him another searing kiss. "Better go before she finds us." 


David allowed himself to be pulled to his feet and, hand in hand, they walked back to the house, snowflakes 
drifting from their clothes. 


His Mom was waiting for them on them on the porch. Her face broke into a smile when she saw them and she 


gestured them inside. 
"Come on, come and warm up before you finish that snowman" 


Kicking off their cold, damp clothes and shoes, they followed her into the lounge. The fire place was alive with a 
roaring fire and, on a small table before it, stood two steaming mugs. David could already smell the rich scent 
of homemade hot chocolate, the lush liquid hidden beneath mounds of freshly whipped cream and 
marshmallows. Curling in front of the fire, he handed a mug to Dave before lifting his own. 


For a second, he looked at it and ran a finger through the melting cream. Popping one of the marshmallows into 
his mouth, David fought around the flurry of cream to taste the velvety smooth chocolate. A satisfied purr 
rumbled from his throat as it slid into his belly, warming him. There was nothing better on a cold and snowy 


evening than his Mom's hot chocolate. 


Stretching out his socked feet, David warmed his toes, the mug cradled in his hands. Dave had gone strangely 
silent and, peeking from beneath his damp hair, he watched his boyfriend savour the luscious drink. 


"You're not drinking yours," Dave finally mumbled, eyes on the fire, body beginning to look relaxed. 


Chuckling softly, David took another sip. Beside him, it was Dave's turn to chuckle. Fingers brushed his cheek 


and he turned to Dave. Hazel eyes shimmered with happiness and, in them, David saw his reflection, saw the 


cream which had settled on his nose and top lip. Shit! He felt so humiliated, sitting there beside his lover with 


cream on his face. 
He reached to brush it away and Dave stopped him, a hand around his wrist and a smile on his face. "Let me." 


Leaning close, Dave flicked the tip of his tongue across his nose before whisking the rest away with a warm, 


tender kiss. 
"You're so cute," he whispered, lips barely brushing David's. "So fuckin’ cute." 


Placing his mug back on the table, he wrapped his arms around Dave's neck and gave him another kiss. "Ar 
you're so fuckin’ handsome. Merry Christmas, Dave." 


"Merry Christmas, Junior.” 


